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COWBOY STAR Of THE MOWS 
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TIM HOLT'S 

WRT6RN AL&UM 



CAUGHT in the murderous gunfire that rocks the 
range when a crooked gambler turns rustler boss 
to collect a debt, young Robert Clarke receives 
aid from Tim, Chito, and Jacqueline White. 

GRIPPING words must be issuing from Tim's mouth, 

judging by the intent look on the gambler's hard 
face. Then, too, there's the grip of Tim's hands! 
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TIM HOLT 



IAuTINY ON THE HIGH SEAS'. FiSTS 
AND BELAYING PINS' GUNS THAT 
AIM TO KILL ' DESPERATE MEN WHO 
STOP AT NOTHING' AND AS HIS CREW 
REBELS UNDER HIS IRON HEEL, CAPTAIN 
"ROCKY SHORES" ROARS AND BULLIES 
AND THREATENS -ONLY TV FIND TIM 
HOL T LETTING GO THE ANCHOR 
RIGHT IN THE MIDDLE OP THE SEA- 
GOING SAGA OF— . 

" THE COWBOy AND 
THE CUPPER f" 




The foredeck of the yankee cupper, Vermont, 
swarms with men made desperate by panic.., 



ON THE CAPTAINS BRIDGE— FIGHTING TO 
WREST THE LOADED COLT FROM THE 
CAPTAIN'S HAIRY HAND- IS TIM HOLT/ 



WE'LL NOT GO INTO THAT 
OCEAN... NOT WITH THE 

STORM THAT'S COMIN' 
UP ON THE HORIZON! 



WE NEED REPAIRS - FRESH 

FRUIT TO PREVENT SCURVY-l AVAST, VE MUSCLE -HEADED 1 NO GUNS, 

— CLEAN WATERl Jflj COW-TENDER.' I'LL FLING /CAPTAIN! YOU 

CAN'T SHOOT 
DOWN INNOCENT 

>y-e- MEN! 



YE TO THE FISHES! 
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TIM HOLT 



With a berserk heave, the maddened captain 
wh/ps tlm from him, and whirls with a hoarse^ 
BELLOW OF triumph: 

HALT, VE CHICKBN-UVERBD 
SONS 0' LANDLUBBERS! 
I SHOOT THE NEXT GALLEY- 
SLAVE THAT TAKES A 
STEP FORWARD! 





WE DON'T GO TO 

OUR DEATHS IN 
THAT STORfy THAT'S 

&REWIN'! 




Thumbing his colt peacemakers, t/m leaps 
forward, one shot blasts the captain's 
gun from his nerveless fingers! another, 
and then another, cuts the rigging so that 
it' falls — to drop like a gigantic net over 
the rage-maddened sailors^ on the deck! 





SAY YOUR PIECE, CAPTAIN SHORES 
TELL YOUR MEN YOU WON'T TAKE 
THEM INTO THAT STORM I EVEN J 
KNOW THE MEN NEED FRESH 

FOOD AND WATER AFTER THEIR 




YOU ARE STOP THEE MUTINEE, ) CAN'T HELP THAT 
BUT YOU STEEL MAKING BAD / CHITO. IT WAS M0RE\ 
ENEMY EEN THAT CAPTAIN I / IMPORTANT TO SAVE 

THOSE SAILOR'S LIVES. 
BESIDES, WEIL 8E AT THE 
END OF OUR JOURNEY, 
5H0RTLY. THINK YOUf? 
P0LK5 WILL KNOW 
YOU? 




TIM HOLT 




I* AM NOT KNOW. EES BE MANY 

YEARS SINCE I AM SEE THE BUST- 

AMONTE FAMILY I AM BE YOUNG 

BOY WHEN I RUNNING AWAY- SIGH 

EST EES NICE OF YOU TO COMING 

WEETH ME, TIM. 




I DIDN'T TAKE THE TROUBLE 
TO MEET HER IN BOSTON AN' 
PLAY SWEET PER NOTH/N'.' 
HER FOLKS 15 RICH" AN' I'LL 

GET THEIR MONEY WHEN SHE 
MARRIES ME LIKE SHE 
PROMISED ME BACK EAST.' 





WELL— NOT EXACTLY. HE DOESN'T 14 
TRUST ME -AND I DON'T TRUST HI/A 
AS FAR AS I CAN THROW THIS 

SHIR. WHO KNOWS ANY NAVIGATION 

BUT HIM ? 




As TIM AND CHI TO TALK IN TMSIR 
CABIN, CAPTAIN "ROCKy"SHOR£S IS 
LIVID WITH RAGE.., 







IHAT NIGHT, AND FOR SEV£l?AL NIGHTS' 
THEREAFTER, CAPTAIN SHORES 5T00P By 
THE WHEELBOX, A SPOKE OF THE GREAT 
WHEEL ALWAYS IN HIS HAND... 



I HAVEN'T HAD MUCH 
CHANCE TO TELL YOU 
I ADMIRE YOU FOR 
TAKING YOUR MEN TO- 
WARD LAND, CAPTAIN. 
IT WA5 BIG OF YOU 
TO FORGET YOUR 
OWN DESIRES- 



NOT AT ALL, HOLT* 
AN' VM MIGHTY 
SORRY I GOT 
HOT-HEADED 
DURING THE 
FIGHT... 
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/for all we know— the 

( CAPTAIN COULD be taking 

VUS TO CHINA! 



AY 01 

Ml! 

CHINA ! 





SHE SAID SHE'D HAVE A BAG 
OF HEff FAMILY JEWELS. EVEN IF 
SHE DOESN'T, SHE'S A PRIZE WORTH 
CATCHING— ESPECIALLY SINCE HER 
FOLKS ABE PLENTY WEALTHY/ 



TIM HOLT 



Moving down the side of the 
swiftly travelling cupper ship 
tim manoeuvers himself within 
hearing distance of the captain's 

CABIN.,, 



Minutes later, the cabin door 
opens and closes. then- 



WHEN HE COMES BELOW i 
DECKS. I'LL BE HERE IN CASE 
HE TALKS OVER HIS PLANS.,, 



I «M 



WE'LL CLEAR T I GET IT.' A QUICK 
CATLIN ISLAND ) RAID ON THE HAC- 
BEFORE EIGHTA--V IENDA-IN CASE 
BELLS.' WE'LL GO ) THE SENORITA 
OVERSIDE IN A .Z^ HAS CHANGED 
DORY, WITH A COUPLE) HER MIND 
OF PICKED BOYS, 
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WO NIGHTS LATER, AS THE ANCHOR CHAINS SLIP THROUGH THE 
HAWS E PIPE— 



SHORES LEFT IN 
THE DORY.' THIS 15 
OUR CHANCE' 



THEE WATER SHE EES 
LOOK FOR BE ICE COLD / 
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TROKING SWIFTLY THROUGH THE 
COLD WATER, TIM AND CHITO CLAM- 
BER ASHORE... 





TIM HOLT 





IF r CAN MAKE 
ENOUGH NOISE TO WARN 
THEM, THE HACIENDA 
GUARDS WILL TOSS THE 
CAPTAIN OUT ON 





FrOM HOUSE AND SARDEN, THE GUARDS\ 
COME RUNNING ... 

OUT 0' M£ ^Y POR 
WAY, VE V PIOS1 

LANDLUBSIN' 
SCUM! 




A WILDCAT. HUi 



WEEL SCRATCH.' \ I LIKS 'EM WILD 

..-BUT THERE'S 
NO SENSE 
STRUGGLING ME' 

AN' MY sully-boys 

PLANNED THIS TOO 




7T/M IS A LITTLE TOO BUSY TO SPRING 
TO DOLORES' AID AT THE MOMENT... 



CHITOl HE HAS 
HER I AFTER THEM 

PRONTO! 



I AM FOR TRY GOING 
—BUT EES SOME- 
BODY WANTS KEEP- 
ING ME HERE' 



Then, as tim whirls to follow, he finds himself face 

to face with hacienda reinforcements — 
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QQQP&! NOW WE ARE IN FOR 

IT! CHITO AND I CAN'T STOP 
THEM-SUT THEY SURE 
CAKJ STOP US J 
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HOLD THEM, CWITO.' 
KEEP UP THE GOOD 

W0RK ' >im 
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WE'RE TRYING TO SAVE THE 
6EN0RITA, TOO; HOMBRE5 — 
BUT YOU WOULDN'T BELIEVE 
ME IF I 5T0PPEP TO TELL. 
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TIM HOLT 



I'LL HAVE TO MAKE A \ 
WIDE LOOP TO (SET 
THEM ALL INSIDE IT... 
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LIVING THING, 
TIM'S LARIAT 
SWINGS 
DOWN AND 

CLOSES ON 
THE GUARDS* 
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NICE WORK, CHITO.' 

WE PUT UP A GOOD 

FIGHT BACK THERE' 



W6f? EES USUALLY 

ME WHO IS SAY THAT, 
TIM i 00OF MY HEAP, 
SHE IS ACHE 50ME- 
THING AWFUL/ -^" 
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PASTER, CHITO.' FASTER.' 
THEY'RE PULLING UP THE 
ANCHOR.' THEY'RE GOING 
TO SAIL WITHOUT 
US! 



I AM CAN 

60 NO 

FASTER. I 
BE TIRED OUT! 
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USCL8S, TIM 

mswp~7t/sr 



BY A LAST STRAINING OP ALMOST BXHAUS 

AND CHITO SWIM TO WITHIN PEBT OF THE CL 

AS A GUST OF W/NP PILLS ITS SAILS --AND MOVES IT 

MAJESTICALLY AWAY... M^ y~ — 

IT'S GOING - WITHOUT US I 
WE'LL NEVER BE ABLE TO 
HELP THE SENORITA NOW/ 
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\2Lnb THEN T/M'S desperate f/ngers 

INCLOSE ON A SUBMERGED ROPE I ti£ 
\pitUS CHITO TOWARD HIM,,, 



■0! A DRAGGING 
LlFTi MUST HAVE 
BROKBN OFF THE 

AAA ST.' HANG 



I AM FOR 

TRY 
HANGING 



ON 



ON 
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TIM HOLT 



[Hand over hand, inch $y inch, tm crawls along the wet lift, 

DRAGGING CHITO WITH Mm. THE TUG OF THE SURGING CLIPPER 

ALMOST RIPS HIS ARMS PROM HIS SOCKETS 

MY ARMS SHE 
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CHITO -TAKE THE ROPE.' \ PEEL LIKE LEAP 
YOU HAVE TO HELP I I'M J WEIGHTS. BUT 
ABOUT DONS iNi dL T TRY... 
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MARRY YOU? I'D 
RATHER DIE.' 
AND I W/LL 
DIE — IF YOU 
DON'T GET OUT 
-AND LEAVE 
ME ALONE' 



HAVE IT 
YOUR OWN 
WAY — 

DARLING.' 
BUT I'LL BE 
SACK -AND 
WE'LL BE 

MARRIED' BE' 

FORE THIS JOUR- 
NEY'S DONE WITH.' 



a.«* 



/' 



M 






; « 




"^ 



YOU HEARD THAT, CHITO? ON BOARD 
THIS SHIP SHORES HAS THE POWER 
AND AUTHORITY OF A KINGi WE 
CAN'T LEGALLY DEFY HIM - HE 
WOULD HAVE A LEGAL RIGHT TO 
THROW US IN IRONS i 



AY Dl Ml.' WHAT 
WE DO NOWf 
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TIM HOLT 



\Jij30Ve DECKS, GRIM EYES STARS UPWARD AS LIGHTNING 

SPLITS THE DARKENED SKY! A HOT WIND MOVES ACROSS 
THE SUDDENLY HEAVING WAVES! TENSE FACES WHITEN IN FEAR. 






\V\J. WEAKEN THE HINGES 

WITH THESE BULLETS. 
THEN ; ,0N THE NEXT ROLL 
OF THE SHIP, THE FORCE 
OF THOSE WAVES SHOULD 
SMASH OPEN TUB DOOR...! 




WCONDS LATER, THE WIND ANP THE 
RAIN STRIKE THE CLIPPER LIKE GIGANTIC 
FISTS. THE VESSEL PITCHES AND 

TOSSES IN THE HUGE WAVES 
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AT THAT INSTANT, WHEN ONLY THE CAPTAIN CAN GIVE ORDERS 
THAT WILL SAVE ALL LIVES ON BOARD SHIP- 



YOU WANTED THIS, 
CAP'N— HEA6 IT 

IS' 



THE STORM YOU 
SAID WOULDN'T 

comb! 



THEY ARE KEELING 
HI6M .' CHOKEENS HUM'. 

SEATING HEEM TO PE4TH' 
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TIM HOLT 





Captain shores whirls to flee toward 
the companionway-and tim lets fly with 
his chain -loaded lariat... 



THE CAPTAIN KNOWS 
I'M TELLING THE TRUTH- 
OOOPS! SORRY, CAPTAIN/ 
W HAND SLIPPED 




HOLD BET I DO 

NOT BE MOVEi OR 
I AM FOR SHOOT.' 





BETTER MOVE BACK, SOYS.' 
THIS CHAIN AND LARIAT CAN DO 
A LOT OF DAMAGE IF I LET IT 

GO- BESIDES —THE RUDDER 
REALLY WAS BROKEN... JUST 
TAKE A LOOKi 
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Hours later, as the clipper rides out the storm in 
a land-locked harbor, grateful crewme n ROW TIM, 

CHITO AND DOLORES IN TOWARD SHORE... I 

> " -v ""/'" " ' AN' DON'T WOW 

AN' TO BE THEENK THAT THEE5 \ f ABOUT CAP'N SHORES, 
ESS MY COUSIN, DOLORES V MA'AM! HE'LL STAY IN 
DEL FUEGO DIO 8USTAM0NTE.' /( IRONS UNTIL WEVE RUN 

PAST BAJA CALIFORNIA I 




TIM HOLT 
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<IM TREW WAS 
A RANCHER NEW 
TO BULLET BASIN. 
THERE WAS NO 
REASON TO KILL 
HIM — THAT ANY- 
ONE KNEW. BUT 
WHEN ROD BUFORD 
THREW DOWN ON 

HIM WHEN HE 
FOUND TRBW 
ALONE ON THE 
TRAIL. HE SET 

IN MOTION A B 

DEADLY SEQUENCE 
OF EVENTS THAT 
WAS TO DRIVE 
HUB CONSTABLE 
FROM HIS HOME, 
AND SEND TIM 
, HOLT RACING AFTER 

*THE 

PAINTED '" 
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7b/0 MEN REEL AND STRUGGLE ON THE TRAIL TO 
BULLET. A MUFFLED SHOUT -A SNARL -AND TWO FORMS^ 
TOPPLE FROM THEIR SADDLES... i 




TIM HOLT 



YUH WANT IT 
THIS WAY 
HERE IT 




A. GURGLE RASPS IN JIM 
TREWS THROAT.' HE PITCHES 
FORWARD TO LIE INERT ON 
THE TRAIL. AND, AS ROD BUFORD 
LEAPS TO HIS SADDLE ', HIS 
HAND DROPS A CRUMPLED 
TUBE OF PAINT... 





Hours later, sheriff gage of 
bullet walks his mount slowly 
into town... 

7- 1 
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AY 01 Ml! THE 
SHERIFF HAS BE 
FOUND 'A DEAD 

MAN.' 



LOOKS LIKE THAT 
MAN TREW FROM 

UP IN THE RIP- 
SAW COUNTRY/ 
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EXACTLY/ WE'LL PICK X JUST BE' 
HIM UP AN' BRING HIM J CAUSE YOU 
BACK TO TOWN ' -— ^ FOUND THE 
FOR QUESTIONS'.' ) - PAINT TUBE 

DOESN'T MEAN 

CONSTABLE DID THE JOB.' 
IT SEEMS TOO PAT FOR ME - 
AS THOUGH SOMEONE 

WANTED VOL" TO 

FIND THAT TUBE I 
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At the TWIN PEAKS RANCH, 

SOME TIME AFTERWARD... 
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HUB PACKED J DOGGONE! RECKON ' 
UP AND LEFT *~ \ THET CLINCHES 
JUST A FEW HOURS > IT. HE SHOT 
AGO, SHERIFF! HE'S J TREW AN' NOW 
GONE.' r5r __- 7 ^ / H£'S MAKIN'A 

=§W>)/ RUN FER IT! I'LL 
ROUND UP A POSSE 
AN' GO AFTER 
HIM! 



Uneasy at the coincidence, tim shouts an "aoios" to the 
sheriff and gallops off. late afternoon finds him at the \ 

spot where jim trew was killed.., i ' " , " 1 "'' 1 ' 1 " 1 ' 

p*" ^-^hmmm.^this is where the 

killer stood... trew was shot in the 
right side... at an angle that would 
make it unnatural, if not imposs/0j.e 
for a. right-handed man to shoot.,, 
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Carefully planting himself in the 
killer's boot marks, tim holds mis 

gun in his left hand...! 

' but if the 
killer were left- 
handed... and shot 
from here... the wound 

trew receded would 
be angled just as it 

was! reckon the 
homsre who shot 
him was left- 
hander all-r/ght.../ 




J/M RIDES ON, UNAWARE THAT HE 
HIMSELF IS BEING FOLLOWED BY A 
THI N-LIPPED KILLER... 

■I'M PLAY/N' THIS IN LUCK! ONLY 
ONE DEPUTY IS GOIN' AFTER COW- 
STABLE. I'LL GO ALONG WITH 
HIM- HE KNOWS THE 
COUNTRY, SO HE'S GOT A 
BETTER CHANCE OF FINDlN 
CONSTABLE THAN I 
r __^_ t HAVE.' 
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fl GOT TO 5H00T ME AN ANTELOPE 
I-— JERKY THE MEAT - PACK IT. ON 
I MY SADDLER. THEN I 
*— WHAT'S 

THAT? 




TIM HOLT 



FEW MILES ABOVE THE TWIN PEAKS RANCH YARD, TIM PICKS 
THE TRACKS OF HUB CONSTABLE'S HOXSB... 
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MOLLY NORMAN- OWNER OF THE 
TWIN PEAKS -TOLD THE SHERIFF 
THAT HUB WAS RIOIN' A BRONC 
WITH A CRACKED OFF- 
FRONT HOOF. RECKON 
THIS IS HIS TRAIL, 
RIGHT HERE... 
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High in the timber belt, young 

hub constable is taut with 

fear. his shaking hands lift 
a rifle again and again... 




THAT HOMSRE HA5 BEEN SHOOTIN' 
AT ME FOR THE LAST THREE, FOUR 
DAYS, EYER SINCE I WENT PAINT- 
IN' UP IN THE RIPSAWS.' I CAN'T 
TAKE NO MORE I I'M RIDIN' OUT 
OF THIS RANGE... SOON'S I 
GET SOME POOD... 




HlS NERVES MADE RAW BY NIGHTS OF SLEEPLESSNESS AND DAYS] 
WHEN ANY MOMENT MIGHT BRING A DEATH -PEALING BULLET, HUB 
WHIRLS. HIS FINGER TIGHTENS ON HIS RIFLE TRIGGER.,^ 
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GOT YUH.' 
I GOT YUH, 
YUH SNEAKIN 
KILLER' 
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I WAS PAINTIN' UP IN THE RIPSAW, 
TIM. FIRST THING I -KNEW SOME 
HOMBRE STARTED POT-SHOOTIN' AT 
ME. I HIGHTAILED IT, QUICK,. EVER 
SINCE, THE SAME HOMBRE HAS 

SEEN FANNIN' MY FACE WITH LEAD. 

SO I TOOK IT ON ^ ._ rf, 

THE JUMP.' / %tafr- 





I'LL JUST 
TOUCH THIS UP A, 
BIT IF VOU 

THINK IT'S 
IMPORTANT. 

THERE... 



HUB IS RIGHT - 
HANDED! I RECKON 
HE'S INNOCENT! BUT 
SHERIFF GAGE WOULD 
THROW HIM IN JAIL 
WITHOUT MORE 
PROOF THAN THAT! 
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TIM HOLT 



LsAPEN SECONDS 
LATER, TIAA GROANS... 

OPENS H/S EVES. HUB 
EAGERLY LIE TS HIM 

TO A SITTING POSITION^ 
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I OlDNT MEAN 
TO DRILL YUM, 
TIM I IT WAS 
THET OTHER 

FELLER.../ 



LUCKY FOR ME YOUR 

HANDS WERE 5HAKING,| 
HUBi AS IT IS, THE 
BULLET PARTED MY 
HAIR IN THE MIDDLE 

...BUT ONLY KNOCKEl 
ME OUT! 



lMU*v.i«i 



! '0 



A**» 



L tit L ■ 



^ 






'Vxiw, m( i.,.vniO 



THIS IS THE PICTURE YOU WERE WORKING \ THEY WERE STANDING 
ON SHORTLY BEFORE HE BEGAN SHOOTING / THERE JUST AS I 
AT YOU ? I DON'T SEE ANYTHING ODD / HAVE 'EM THERE ON 
ABOUT THIS— EXCEPT YOUR PUTTING S THE CANVAS, TIM! 
IN THOSE TWO MEN THERE... r ONE WAS WATCHING THE 

__ . — , OTHER DIGGIN: I THOUGHT 

V i THEY'D HELP GIVE PERSPECTIVE 

TO THE PAINTING.., 
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As TIM LEAVES THE 
CABIN, HE IS WATCHED 
ACROSS THE VEE SIGHTS 
OFARIELE SOME TWO 
HUNDRED VARDSAWAV... 



STAY HERE FOR A FEW DAYS, HUB. I'LL 
FIND A WAY TO KEEP IN TOUCH WITH 
YOU. I FEEL YOU'RE INNOCENT, BUT I 
HAVE TO PRODUCE THE GUILTY MAN 
TO SATISFY THE 

SHERIFF... 7/ SURE, TIM - 



AND THANKS 
A LOT.' 
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TIM HOLT 



I F/GGERED THE DEPUTY'D BRING 
CONSTABLE IN WITH HIM - BUT I CAN 
GET RID OF 'EM SEPARATE JUST AS 
EASY AS BOTH TOGETHER.' 





HE'S OUT OF THE WAY.' 
NOW FOR CONSTABLE 
AN' THAT PAINTIN' OF 

HIS.' TOO BAD FER 
CONSTABLE HE SEEN ME 

WATCHIN' TREW THAT 
DAY AS HE WAS DIGGIH 
TOO BAD FER HIM — 
BUT LUCKV FER MEl 




The pain of His wounded head throbs and pounds', t/m 
lifts' a hand to ease the pressure of his hat- just as 
a rifle bolt snicks and a winchester thunders!! 1 . 



Moments later, the cabin door swings inward 



A NICE PICTURE, HOMBRE! 
A REAL NICE PICTURE .'• 
EASY NOW.' STAND AWAY 
FROM IT l 






HUH? 

WHA-?, 



YEAH- THAT'S THE PLACE HE 
BURIED HIS LOOT. I PLUMB 
COULDN'T FIND IT. I SEARCHED 
FER TWO DAYS, BUT I'D FERGOT 
THE LANDMARKS. NOW WITH 
THIS PAINTIN' I'LL FIND 
IT' YEAH J 



LOOT' WHAT 
LOOT? 



i 



■g». 
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r 
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With a grim smile, rod buford explains-- 
m i came into this range through ripsaw 
pass. nobody knew me here. i didn't 
know anybody. first day, though, i 
stumbled on jim trew —digging...! 
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Less than a m/le away, tim sws\ 
and amoves along the ground, 
pain throbbing in head and arm. 



SHOT AT TWICE! BUT 
I'M LUCKy I LIFTED MY 
ARM BACK THERE... 01? 
THAT BULLET WOULD 

HAVE GONE RIGHT... 

NTO... MY HEART 

Y 




FlGHT/NG THE SICK D/ZZ/MES5 THAT FILLS H/M,T/M CLINGS TV 
SADDLE AND STIRRUP — f 






pr^ 



RUN, 80y- TAKE ME TO THAT CABIN 
...BEFORE THAT MAD KILLER... GETS...HUB 
C0NSTA8LS... HE PLANTED THE PAINT 
TUBE TO GET US TO TRACK DOWN HUB 
...HOPING HUB WOULD BE JAILED... 
BUT I RECKON HE'S FIGURED 
THAT'S TOO SLOW... 
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GNNGGGI J GIT BACK, HOMSRE.' 

wwu&e.'/j AIN , T K , LlE0 M£N 




RECKON THAT H0MBRE 
I SHOT BACK ON THE TRAIL 
15 STILL ALIVE. BUT HE 

WON'T BE — SOON'S I 
CAN THROW DOWN ON HIM 





< .ff 




Fighting the agony of his two 
wounds, tim throws himself 
through the doorway of the cab/af 
■— just as rod buford hurtles 

OUT — 




- 



7 
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•IKE AN ENRAGED WILDCAT, TIM FORGETS 
HIS PAIN.' HE CATAPULTS HIMSELF AT 
THE KILLER! RAMS HIM WITH A MUSCLE 
STUPPSP SHOULDER! 



OWWFF! 



RECKON- YOU HAVE 
JU5T ABOUT- COMB 
TO THE END OF 
THE TRAIL' 




Although the shock of his fall 
numbs his right side, tim lashes 
out with his foot 




HE SHOT TffEW, ME TOLD Mi TKEW HAD 

DIAMONDS HIDDEN. TREW WAS A CROOK 
BACK EAST WHO CAME OUT HERE UNTIL 
THE HEAT DIED DOWN! BUT BUFORD 
COULDN'T FIND WHERE TREW BURIED 
THE DIAMONDS. HE WANTED MY PAINT- 
ING TO SERVE AS A 



SORT OF MAP, 



M 






TIM HOLT 





TlM LIFTS HIS FEET IN A WILD 
CONTORTION AS HE THUDS DOWN\ 
OH THE WILDLY STRUGGLING 
BUFORD. THE KILLER CRIES OUT 
SHARPLY... AND GOES LIMP... 




THAT WAS WHY HE WANTED TO KILL YOU, HUB. \ RECKON W£ 
YOU WERE THE ONLY MAN IN THE BASIN WHO \ CAN BOTH 
EVER SAW HIM, OUTSIDE OF TREW. AND TREW J RIDE DOWN TO 
IS DEAD. HE'D HAVE GOTTEN AWAY WITH IT..< BULLET NOW. 
IF YOU HADN'T WOUNDED ME SO I WOULD ) TIM. YOU WITH 
LIFT MY ARM AND SAVE MY LIFE WHEN X YOUJ? PRISONER- 

AN' ME WITHOUT 

OF 



THE FEAR 
BEING SHOT 
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THE 

DEAD ONES 

RISE TO 
CONDEMN 
yOUR CRIME. 

MURDERER/ 



<// 



TThe ghost rider, spectral nemesis OP JUSTICE, BRINGS another 

CRIMINAL TO THE END OF A KILLER'S CAREER. STRIKING NERVE-CURDLING 
TERROR INTO THE HEARTS OF HIS ENEMIES, THE GHOST RIDER TAKES HIS 
SKILLFUL KNOWLEDGE OF THE MINDS OF MEN— AND ADDS IT TO THE 
WHIP OF GUILTY CONSCIENCE IN "J£QJjJH}£ Qf QUIff ,H 



. 



ghosts/ 
0MOSTS. 

GHOSTS. 
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L\W 
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ME, 

I'M 

SPIKE 



AN' I'M MIKE/ 
VUH SENT 
FER US ? 



VES- AH, YES/ 
SIT DOWN, 
GENTLEMEN/ 



\fc 



I SENT FOR YOU BECAUSE OF 
YOUR FINE REPUTATION AS THE 

jeot/euFsr, rov(?£/£ST gunriders 

IN THE TERRITORY. NO ONE CAN A7 
MATCH YOUR STRENGTH, YOUR -4 
UTTER FEARLESSNESS /BOTH ' 
OF YOU ARE PELJGHTFULLy 




CRUEL / 



WAL- WE 

TRY/ 






I NEED YOUR PROTECTION — A 
AND I'LL PAY YOU WELL/ YOU 
SEE, I'MTHE ONE WHO KILLED / 
SHERIFF BANNER. I HAD TO >~ 
GET RID OF HIM WHEN HE FOUND 
ME FAKING A LAND TITLE. YOU 
PROBABLY KNOW ALREADY THAT 
THE GHOST RIDER HAS PLEDGED 
TO AVENGE THE SHERIFF... ? 
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HEH-HEH/ NATURALLY, I' 
JOT AFRAID OF THE GHOS - 
RIDER. I DON'T BELIEVE IN 
GHOSTS, PERSONALLY— NOT 
AT ALL/ BUT, WELL -YOU KNOW 
HOW IT IS - JUST IN CASE — 
NOT THAT I'M THE SLIGHTEST 
BIT AFRAID, YOU KNOW, BUT... 









AnP/N TM£ S£Cff£T 0ACK room 
OF $/A/@ ggygg LAUN PRYSHOP.,. 

REX FURY/ ME 
KNOW LOWPOWN 
KILLER OF 
HONORABLE 
SHERIFF 
BANNER / 




SING SONS LISTEN -HEAR 

AT KEYHOLE , HEAR JEB 

CALVERT CONFESS HIM 
MURDER SHERIFF/ HIM HIRE 

TWO BIS ©I ANT BULLIES FOR 
PROTECTION/ HIM MUCH 
FRISHTED OF 
GHOST RIDER/ 



Etl 



*/4£: ( 
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THIS NIGMT IS OVER , 
.THEVLli. ALL. HAVE GOOD 
REASON TO FEAR THE 
GHOST RIDER / 



I 



■ i 



OH MY, OH MB - 
WARM -HOT TIME 
IN OLDTOWNJ 

TONIGHT- YOU 
BETCHA/ 



■ ■'.'■; '■■■■ 
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NOW WHUT KIND 
O'TALKISTHET? 
THAR AIN'T NO 

SECH THING AS 
SPOOKS/ VUH 
TURNIN' 
ON ME ? 



u 






A\v,rwuz 

JIST FUNNIN' 

PARDNER/ 

XT'LLTAKE A 

HEAP SIGHT 

MORE'N A OLD 

SPOOK TUH 

SKEER ME J 



ffuATMfflr- AT TNB 
LOST GAP MOTEL 
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GIT yORE WARS AG 
PACKED, SPIKE. WE'RE 
DUE OUT TUH CALVERT'S 
RANCH TONIGHT TUH 
BEGIN THIS HERE 
PER-TECTIOKI JOB/ 



. _- 



RIGHT/ SAV 
D yUH FIGGER THIS 
GHOST RIDER TO BE 
A 1 REAL LIVE 
SPOOK? 
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tWv..v. 
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S&i/r, Sl/PPSNLY/ 



HEY/WMO rVEHED 
OUT T/JE LiGHTS? 
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IT ISI-HE WHO 
RIDES IN DARKNESS, 
IN THE BLACK OF NIGHT, 
AND THE GLOOM OF 

THE GRAVE/ 
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DIDYA 
GIT MM? 



YUH KIDDIN 1 ? AFORE 
I EVEN STARTED 
SHOOTING HE JIST 
SORTA — GULP— 
P/SAPPSAeEPS 



the black side of 
my cape certainly 
comes in handy for 
the old vanishing 
act/ but, now 

TO WORK ... 



mmmuuVA 
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THOUGH I BE INVISIBLE , 
STUPID ONES - THOUGH I 
OF MIST AND SPIRIT- 
STILL YOU MAY 
My FISTS/ 
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GOT '/*r. 
TOO/ 



^%L 



SF.V 



is 



••-V 



TIM HOLT 



HOLD STILL- 
SPOOK J 



¥ % 



owe*/ 

T GOT '/M 
&y THE NEC*/ 



NECK PTHEN 
WHAR'S THE ,— . 



LAY. 
THAT'S/WNECK/ 



AST'S S/T . 
Od/TA #&*£/ 



l&AEhlPf GHOSTS/ 
LEAVE HS OUTA 
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HE EVES/ 
QLTEP 7 

POO& 



0OLTEPT//E 
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VONDER GO TWO 
NOT- SO- HONORABLE 
GENNELMEN WHO 



THAT'S 
THE 



,>i 
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/fCW BELIEVE 
IN GHOSTS / 



i 



IV.i'vV.'-j 
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LAST THIS 
TOWN WILL 
EVER SEE OF 
THEM/ BUT 

THIS NIGHT'S WORK 
IS NOT YET DONE, 
SING SONS/ 
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HE 

GHOST PIPER 
KNOWS THE 
MINPS OF MEN - 

FOR FEAR 
CLOSES ITS ICY 
FIST AROUND 

JEB CALVERT'S 
HEART... 

At , 

calvert's 

RANCHHOUSE 



WHAT COULD HAVE 

HAPPENED TO My 

BODYGUARDS? COULD 
IT BE THAT THE GHOST 

RIDER — ?4rf0, 1 MUSTN'T 
SAY THAT/ 1 DON'T 
BELIEVE IN GHOSTS. 

I DON'T BELIEVE IN 

GHOSTS. I DON'T 
BELIEVE IN,,, 
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THf^ GHOST 
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I HAVE COME FOR TOU, 
MURDERER OF SHERIFF 
BANNER ] YOU MAY FLEE 
TO THE ENDS OF THE 
EARTH, BUT VOU 
CANNOT ESCAPE ME i 
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yVO/HE'LL NEVER GET ME / 
NEVER /I'LL RIDE TO DEVIL'S 
HOLE — NO ONE KNOWS 
THAT SPOT BUT ME / 
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ZLOSTH/M/ 
SAFE/Csoez-) SAFE 
AT LAST' 
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JEB CALVE ffT/ EVEN FROM 
THE DEPTHS OF THE DEEPEST 
WATERS I COME/ CONFESS 
YOUR CRIME JEB CALVERT/ 
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No/zvo/" 
NO ! A/O/ 
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"W^TtL M'/LL VOL/ 
. P/RST/X'LL 6&T 

■you—j'LL 
yovS 



>v . -v. r 
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1UVA 
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YOU CANNOT KILL 

THE ALREADY DEAD, 
JEB CALVERT/ 



! i 






HE'S ST/LL THERE/ 
I'M GO/NO MAD, MAO/ 

T'VE GOT TO GET 
AWAY, GOT TO... / 



iiWl; 



THAT BOOK ON VENTRILOQUISM 
I SENT FOR CERTAINLY CAME 
IN HANDY. HE WAS SO SCARED 
IT NEVER OCCURRED TO HIM 
THAT WHAT HE SAW WAS MY 
RMFLBCr/ON FROM 
UP HERE / 
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r*AZ££> W/TH 

FEAR AND Gi/ILT, 

CALve/rr twists 

AND TURNS IN 'H/S 

MAP FLIGHT 

BUT IT SEEMS 
THE GHOST 

RIPER 
IS EVERYWHERE. 

Mo LONGER 
ABLE TO REASON 
SANELY, HE 

CLIMBS A 
SILO. 






,.. AND I GET LIFTED UP LIKE 
A BALE OF HAY. MY LARIAT, 
BEING SPECI ALLY DyED BLACK, 
16 INVtSIBLE- CALVERT WILL 

THINK I'M FLYING/ 



HIGH OR LOW. f THIS 
6TILLX COME,, / FIEND FLIES/ 
JEB CALVERT// HE IS A 

CONFESS A X GHOST / 
GIVE MP/ dm THERE'S NO 

USE GOING ON - 
NO U9E LIVING.' 
I'LL JUMP/ 



NO, JEB CALVERT./ 

WE WILL GO DOWN <• 

TOGETHER/ 



/,//. 
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HERE HE IS. CITIZENS- (YES, I DtD IT/ 
THE MURDERER OF ^>* I />/£> IT/ 

SHERIFF BANNER/ W JAIL ME, KILL ME. 
THE GHOST RIDER J« -ANYTHING/ 

NEVER FAILS/ /JUST GET ME AWAY 

FROM THIS FIEND/ 





TIM HOLT 



The 




Hooks 



Horror 2 



JIM THURLOW shifted his weight in the 
Pueblo saddle so that the stiff leather 
created. He put a shaking hand to his blue 
shirt and rubbed the sweat off his palm. He 
"was afraid: afraid of the lurking something 
that lay in the timbered slopes of the Horse- 
head Mountains, all around him, afraid of the 
fate that might await him as it had awaited 
so many others. Even the weight of his heavy 
Colt revolver against his thigh brought no 
reassurance. 

A dead man lay huddled in a crushed cactus 
at the hoofs of his bay gelding. The dead man 
had been a friend, a little rancher with whom 
he had laughed back in Natahatchi. On his 
face was the burned imprint of a branding 
iron in the shape of a hook. The dead man 
was the fifth such man that Jim Thurlowe had 
found in the last two months. 

"Might be I was plumb hasty in takin' over 
this marshal job," he told the gelding. "Now 
I got to go on up there — back into the high 
hills — and try to learn what hombre is stamp- 
in* dead men with a hook iron." 

He eased himself out of the kak and lifted 
down a short spade from his saddle roll. He 
dug a shallow grave and covered it with stones. 
Th^n he drew a sleeve across his damp fore- 
head and squinted thoughtfully at the setting 
sun. 

"Don't cotton to the idea of bein' alone up 
here at night, but I reckon I can't ride back 
down to Natahatchi without seme sort of 
action to show for my ride. Folks have been 



askin' embarrassin' questions about me, lately. 
They want to know who's befen doin' all the 
killin'and branain' up here on Horsehead," 

Sighing, Thurlowe stepped into the stirrup 
and swung up. He eased the bay forward 
under the firs and the cedars, moving steadily 
upward along a carpet of fallen pine needles. 
As he rode, he loosened the revolver in its 
holster at his side. 



The killings — all five of them v all with the 
hook brand etched into their faces with a red- 
hot branding iron — had begun a litle over two 
months ago. Prior to the first killing, the 
small ranchers on the slopes of Horsehead 
Mountain had reported cattle missing. There 
had been no clues as to where they had gone, 
but one rancher told Thurlowe that he was 
"fixin' to ride straight up old Horsehead. 
Them steers got to be somewhere. If they 
ain't below my spread, they sure got to be 
above it!" Two days later, the rancher's body, 
riddled with shells and branded on the cheek, 
had been discovered. 

"It was right after that when the folks got 
scared," the marshall brooded. "Two other 
hombres turned up the same way — shot and 
branded! Those hooks on their faces — burned 
deep ! Hooks of horror, everybody called 'em." 

And now old Ed Silliman lay in a shallow 
grave, back there a few miles. Number five 
in the hook-brand mystery! A cold wind came 
down out of the Horsehead pines and made 
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Jim Thurlowe shiver. Would he be — number 



sixr 



He was bending his head to pass under the 
curving branch of a giant conifer when some- 
thing thin and wet whipped across his face — 

Jim Thurlowe screamed. Whatever it was 
stung and bit, and clung like a livijig thing to 
his chin and throat ! After a moment it slipped 
down off his chin, circling his neck. It 
tightened, squeezing! Thurlowe heard a low 
roaring in his ears, saw tiny red globes of pain 
swim up before his staring eyes! 

His hands clawed at the thing. Iivthe dark- 
ness he had not recognized it. Now his fingers 
knew it as a lariat, dipped in water. And then, 
just when his fingers were ripping at it to 
loosen it, the red pain swam up all around him, 
knocking him backwards into a roaring black- 
ness. ... i 



Jim Thurlowe opened his eyes to the red 
dance of a campfire. Three men were watching 
him carefully, their cruel little eyes bright in 
the firelight. One was an Indian with black, 
dank hair framing his flat, coppery face, his 
muscular arms bare and long. The others 
were heavy-browed, their faces revealing the 
greeds and hungers that directed their every 
move. In them, Thurlowe recognized typical 

outlaws. 

One of the white men, a man with a dotted 
neckerchief hanging around his neck, kicked 
suddenly at a branding iron buried in the 
glowing red logs of the fire. His grin was sly. 

He asked, "Yuh been shadowin' us long 
enough to have known yore way in an* out of 
these hills, lawman! We're plumb surprised 
yuh fell into our little trap." 

To speak hurt his throat, but Jim Thurlowe 
forced his words. "Shadow you? I've never 
been on these heights before." 

The other white man, a slight beard hiding 
his jaw and mouth, stepped across the edge 
of the fire and drove a fist into Thurlowe's 
face. "Don't lie to us, marshal. It ain't healthy! 
We ain't babes in these woods. We've heard 
yuh out there, spyin' on us. But even the 
'breed couldn't find yuh I What's yore secret? 
We sure nuff aim to learn it. Might come in 
fiandy. eh. Hal?" 

The man with the spotted neckerchief 
laughed. "Sure will, 'specially when we move 
down onto the flats some night to rustle off 
some more beef." 

The Indian moved, bending forward, star- 
ing with his flat black eyes into the bright 
flames He grunted in satisfaction. "Brand 
hot now. Make good mark." 

Jim Thurlowe froze. His muscles tensed 
against the ropes that bound him to a big stake. 
His eyes were drawn by the brand as by a 



magnet. "You — you aren't fixin' to mark ma 
—with that?" 
H The man with the beard slid around behind 
Thurlowe and looped another lariat over his 
arms, and neck. The knot of the noose pressed 
the back of his neck. A savage voice grated in 
his ear, "Thet's just what we do aim to do, 
hombre! We don't want no folks climbin* this 
mountain! If we want folks to see us, we'll 
come down— fer their cattle. Haw! Haw! Red- 
man—grab holt of that iron. Git a move on!" 
The breed bent forward, lifted the hot red 
brand. The man behind Thurlowe tensed his 
powerful body as Jim prepared to struggle. 

■ 

And then— 

* 

The night came alive with sound! , 

A horse was thundering through the under- 
brush — a great giant of a white stallion, mane 
flying in the breeze, hooves thudding on the 
hard ground! In thesaddle, swaying easily to 
the mad pace of the white horse — black empti- 
ness! Nothing!* 

A cry broke from the lips of the petrified 
half-breed • He dropped the branding iron and 
tried to run. But the man with the spotted 
neckerchief was thrusting him aside. The 
white horse hit the two of them with his chest 
and sent them reeling, screaming with pain 
and fright, onto the blazing fire. 

A pale, glowing hand moved from the dark- 
ness on top of the stallion — reached down and 
seemed to bury itself in the shoulder of the 
man behind Thurlowe — lifted the man and 
flung him violently aside! 

Jim Thurlowe needed only a few seconds 
to shuck off the ropes that bound him. His 
hand clawed for his gun on a nearby stool. 
He whirled, gun in hand — 

Now the man that bestrode the white stal* 
lion was visible. He was white and shining, 
as a ghost might be. In his hand a long black 
whip, almost invisible in the night, lay coiled. 
Thurlowe gulped in sudden awe. "You — I 
know you! Men call you— the Ghost Rider!" 

A deep, sonorous voice answered him, 
"That is right. I have been watching these 
men for some days. They heard me, but could 
not see me. I have marked their hiding places, 
their cattle grazelands, on this map— together 
with a record of the men they have killed. 
Take it. Take the men to town. See that they 
pay — at the end of a hangman's noose!" 

Jim Thurlowe reached out for the papers 
Ihe mysterious rider was handing him. Then, 
with a catch at his throat, he saw the great 
cloak whirl up — and seemingly blot the Ghost 
Rider from human sight! Now he was just a 
black nothingness on the white horse. His 
voice cried out, "Up, Spectre! On!" 

And the marshall was left alone with his 
groaning, terrified prisoners. 
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A CAREENING STAGECOACH BEGINS TO TOPPLE 
AS ITS FEAR -MADDENED HORSES BOLT 
WITH TERROR-' SIXGUNS BLAST THE SILENCE OF 
THE MOUNTAIN PASS AS MASKED MEN THUNDER 
ALONGSIDE THE COACH! A GUARD SCREAMS AND 
FALLS! THE DRIVER LURCHES TO ONE SIDE...! 



VST ONE MORE ROBBERY OF THE WARPIPE 



STAGE... ONE MORE IN A SERIES OF HOLDUPS THAT CASTS 
A PALL OF FRIGHT ACROSS THE COUNTRYSIDE.. THAT 

MAKES MEN SEE DANGER WHERE NONE EXISTS... 

AND INTO THIS FEAR-HAUNTED COW COUNTRY RIDE 

TIM HOLT AND CHITO... MARKED AS TWO MORE 

v,crms "" "PRAIRIE PANIC/" 
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WM -FACED MEN LINE THE BOARDWALKS OF WARP/PS 'AS 
STAGE AFTER STAGE COMES INTO TOWN, SOME WITH SHROUDED 
FORMS BETWEEN THE GRAB-RAILS... I 




Xnoignation MEETINGS RESULT in a I 

SLOGAN FOR THE PEOPLE IN THE 
VALLEy.../ 



SHOOT FIRST.' 
ASK QUESTIONS LATER/ 

ANYBODY THAT LOOKS 
SUSPICIOUS - GETS 

SHOT I M , 

GOOD 



/■ 



-Onlv 

THING 
TO 

STOP 
'EM.' 
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BEHIND 
VUH, KEN! 
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HOLT 



chito 



TOWARD WARPlPE. 
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IM SPRINGS ONTO A HANDY BOULDER, THEN 
PUTTING HIMSELF ON THE SAME LEVEL WITH 
A MOUNTED BANDIT... 






V 



THERE THEY GO! I'D GWE A 
LOT TO FOLLOW THEM, BUT IT'S 
MORE IMPORTANT TO BANDAGE 

UP THE DRIVER AND GUARD... 

AND GET THEM TO A DOCTOR/ 




Some minutes 

^LATER, AS 
TIM AND CHITO 
ARE BRINGING 
THE STAGE TO- 
WARD WARPIPE, 

ANGRY SHOUTS 

AND THE BARK 

OF SIXGUNS 
SEND THE 

HORSES INTO 

A GALLOP... 



IT'S SOME OP THE BOYS 
FROM TOWN/" DOGGONE.' 
-THEY FIGURE YUH GENTS 
FER THE HOLDUP MEN/ 



HMMM...I RECKON 
THEY'LL SHOOT 
FIRST AND TALK 
LATER .' 
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Showing himself from time 

TO TIME BETWEEN THE 
BRANCHES, TIM LEADS THE 
ANGRY TOWNSMEN AFTER HIM... 

mm I ,■■■:■■■-■ . | 

THEIR HORSES ARE FRESHER\ 

THAN LIGHTNING/ GOT TO GIVE ^ 
HIM A CHANCE TO RUN... WITHOUT 
MY WEIGHT SLOWING HIM DOWN! 
...ON, LIGHTNING. ..GO ON! 
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ONLY ONE CHANCE / 
GOT TO DROP STRAIGHT 

DOWN — SO THEY'LL 

M/SS ME.' 
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QV HANDHOLD AND TOEHOLD, TIM 

GOES DOWN THE SHEER CUFFSIDE. 
A MISS AT ANY MOMENT WILL 
MEAN DEATH! 
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tf IKE A REVOLVING PlNWHEEL, 
W TIM HITS THE SLOPING SAND... 
AND ROLLS... OVER AND OVER... 
FASTER AND. FASTER... 




TIM HOLT 





JkS DUSK SETTLES DOWN ACROSS THE CANYON COUNTRY, T/M 

^* REINS IN WITH A GLAD cry... -———----——-——— 
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CHITO.' GOOD FELLA/ 
I WAS WORRIED 
?*n ABOUT YOU.../ 
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I AM FOR BE WORRY- 
ING about yoi// 

I SS^ VOU JUMPING 
DOWN EENTO THEE 

CANYON. HA. f YOU 
ARE CRAZEE.HAH?^] 
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HA? NOW I AM 

KNOWING YOU ARE 

LOCO/ WHY EE5 CHITO 
GONZALES BUSTAMONTE 
RAFF5RTY PICKING 





NOT CRAZY - BUT 

ALMOST WE'RE 
OUTLAWS, CHITO/ 

WE DAREN'T <#, 
5TART A FIRE... 
GO INTO TOWN... 
TALK TO ANYBODY... 

EVEN LET OURSELVES 
BE SEEN/ 



EES ALL 

MEESTAKEf 

WHAT WE 

DOING 

NOW? 
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^EXT MORNING... 



HUH? YOU GENTS/ SAY/ I'M MISHTV 
SORRY 'BOUT WHAT HAPPENED. I 
YELLED TO THOSE RANNIES, BUT 
THEY NEVER PAID ME 

NO HEED/ 

THAT'S ALL RIGHT, 

HOMBRE / YOU CAN 
MAKE IT UP TO 

US- BY LENDING 

US YOUR 
STAGECOACH.../ 




TIM HOLT 



AN HOUR LATER, AS {§*£] 
THE WARPlPE 
STAGE ROUNDS A 
MOUNTAIN BEND.,. 



WE CAN GET TO THE NEXT TOWN 
IN THIS DISGUISE, AND FIND A 
FRIEND OR TWO TO IDENTIFY US. 

chito r — look out; 



GIT 'EM UP, VUH 
HOMBRESf 
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^S 'F SHOr W0/W CATAPULTS, TIM AND CHITO 
rt HURTLE INTO THE OUTLAWS- THE VERY FURY 
OF THBIR CHARGE SENDS THE GUNMEN REELING 
BACKWARD-.. / ' W-U' ■■_ ' 

r- ^ / 

POM? /T TO 










TIM HOLT 



NOT SO GOOD, 
CHIT0/ I 

WANT THEM 
TO FOLLOW 
US... WHILE W£ 
FOLLOW THE 

OUTLAWS 




WE'VE RUN THEM TO EARTH- BUT 
WE CANT HOLD THEM HERE FORMER! 
THERE'S JUST THE TWO OF US. IF 
THAT POSSE DOESN'T COME 

SOON... 
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I AM FOR SEEING 
WHAT YOU MEAN. 

IF THEY ARE NOT 
COME SOON, SHE 
WEEL BE TOO LATE 

FOR US.' 
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^?HE ENRAGED OUTLAWS TURN THE 
PULL P/RE OP THEIR WINCHESTERS 
AND COLTS ON THE PRAlRIELAND 

PARTNERS..* J 




LET 'EM SHOOT/ 

IT WILL KEEP THEM 
BUSY... UNTIL I CAN 

SPREAD OUT TWiS 

GUNPOWDER... AND 
SET PiffE TO \T* 
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^7ka HOT, DRV GRASSES BURST INTO 
VOLCANIC FURY AS A THICK REP PL&MB 
LEAPS UP AND ALL AROUND.,, 





OME HOURS LATER, IN WARP/PE^- 



TIM HOLT! WELL, DOGGONE, NO WONDER 
ME AND THE BOYS COULDN'T CATCfi 
YUH. HUH? I'M MIGHTY SORRY 'BOUT 

THET, HOLT — BUT I SURE AM GLAD 
VUH GOT THOSE OWLHOOTS FER US/ NOW 
MEBBE ME AN' THE REST 0' THIS RANGE 

KIN GIT SOME SLEEP 0' MGHTS...! 
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40 IflWWf 5IMS0. ARM JMF 
f JTCTTM DA YS OF THE WEST! 
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W'TM/SSA SINGLE ISSUE 



GREAT MAGAZINES! 

ON SALE 
EVERYWHERE / 
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GOSH, B06, THAT LOOKS 

LIKE «R£At PINBALL 
MACHINE! CAN I PLAY?' 



fc/SURE-ALL 

YOU DO IS 
PUT A COIN 
IN THE SLOT 
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J WO*<: ^l»^*t^ All 



WILL MAKE 
YOU $200! 
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10 



NOW 
ONLY 



Play ic yourself. Bring ic out when friends and 
neighbors call. Let them try their skill. The 
more they play, the more you make* Before 
you know it, the bank is full. Holds $200! 
Send in coupon today and start saving big 
money this new easy way! 

SEND NO MONEY 
Use 10 Days at Our Risk! 

Just fill in, clip, and mail the attached coupon. 
On arrival of your PINBALL MACHINE 
BANK, pay postman only $1.98 plus C.O.D. 
postage. Use 10 days. If not completely de- 
lighted, return for your $1.98 back. ORDER 

NOW! 

SWISSBANK CO., INC. 

DEPT.589D 

173 W. Madison St., 

Chicago 1, Illinois 



MAS SECRET 
BUILT-IN 

BANK 



This amazing 
Junior size pin- 
ball machine 
works just like the big pin- 
ball machines. Except you 
can't lose! Every penny, 
nickel, dime or quarter put 
in by your family, friends, 
or yourself falls into a built- 
in secret savings bank. 




mail mis 

COUPON TODAY 
AND YOU CAN 

MAKE BIG 

MONE% 





ME 

too! 



I'M NEXT! 



1/ 



SAY, SON THAT 100KS 
LIKE FUN -WILL 
QUARTERS FIT? 
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LET ME TRY 
I'LL BET I 

BEAT YOU 



YOU CAN ALL PLAY. 
ANY COIN WILL FIT. 
LETS SEE WHO GETS 

THE HIGHEST SCORE 
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SAY I THINK 
I'LL GET ONE 



GEE! BOB! WHERE DID 
YOU GET THAT KEEN BIKE ? 



OH.I BOUGHT IT WITH 
PART OF THE 4200 
SAVED WITH N\Y PIN- 
BALL MACHINE BANK 



60S H -YOU 

SAVED \200 

ALREADY? 




CUP & MAIL COUPONNOW 



SWISSBANK CO., INC., Dept. 589D 
173 W. Madison St., Chicago 1, 111. 

Please rush my PINBALL MACHINE 
BANK. I will pay postman only $1.98 
plus C.O.D. postage on arrival. I may 
return 'within 10 days for refund" of pur- 
chase price if not delighted. 



Name- 



Address. 
City 



Zone. 



State. 



□ Save Money! Send cash, WE pay postage. 






